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Hugo 


For four decades, the US and the USSR struggled under the ocean for 
the ability to rain nuclear fire on each others’ cities. For this purpose, they 
built submersibles and sensors, surveyed the sea bottom, and in sum sunk 
more money into deep ocean exploration than humans ever had before. In 
1991, the Cold War ended, and ocean scientists smelled opportunity: the 
US Navy had eyes in the sea searching for a threat that no longer existed. 
Between the Navy's budget cuts and persuasion from the scientists, soon 
SOSUS was being used to study whale songs and detailed oceanographic 
surveys used for geology. 

One of the fruits of this “swords into microscopes” endeavor was the 
USS Medusa. Intended for endurance surveying in hostile waters, the 
nuclear-powered Medusa could support twelve crew for up to six months. 
Bedeviled with technical problems that often left it incapable of its primary 
mission, the US Navy hesitated to part with it because of the expense; it 
took Dr. Kathryn Duffie's consummate grant raising and experience at 
persuading bureaucrats to liberate the Medusa from mothballs as a military 
white elephant and reincarnate it as a research tool. 

The Medusa's military origins were the butt of constant jokes among 
the sailors and graduate students now staffing it. The original design had 
four cabins, two larger, one smaller, and the captain's. The two male 
graduate students shared a large cabin with two crusty former Navy 
submariners. The four female students and postdocs had another, while 
Dr. Duffie and her colleague Dr. Minnie Pagan took the smaller cabin. The 
living quarters had room for bunked beds and a few personal possessions. 
Beyond that, only the shower and the kitchen weren't given to scientific 
research. 

Hugo yawned in his bunk, savoring the rare moment of solitude and 
failing to focus on his paperback mystery. Pulling sixteen-hour days for 
more than a month had exhausted him, but sometimes he was still unable 
to sleep. He laid the book down and sighed, resigned to a bout of unwilling 
wakefulness. Why did I ever allow Kathy to talk me into this? 

The question was rhetorical: the Medusa's crew was using the ship's 
endurance to conduct the first-ever real field work on deep sea ecology. 
While they'd discovered the standard complement of organisms typical 
for benthic research, their real accomplishment was the first descriptions 
of the organisms' behavior in their natural environment. They'd already 
disproved several hypotheses. It fascinated Hugo when he wasn't dead 
tired and having his thesis associated with the work would no doubt help 
his academic career. 

Hugo had dozed into a dream of tenure at thirty when a bang followed 
by a cracking followed by a roaring. The cabin listed and Hugo snatched 
atthe bar along the wall to keep from sliding out of his bunk. The continuing 








whoosh frightened him, but he didn’t panic until he saw the water washing 
through the door. 

When he stopped gibbering in terror, he discovered himself sitting on 
the uppermost bunk bed in the tilted room, trapped in a triangular air pocket. 
His head spun with horrible thoughts and irrelevant questions: I’m trapped 
more than a mile beneath the surface of the ocean. I'm going to die. And, 
What went wrong? I have as long to live as the air in this pocket lasts. He 
started crying. 

Hugo heard a splash, looked up, and thought, I’m oxygen deprived 
already ...I'm hallucinating, for in the water below, a blonde mermaid 
with aqua streaks in her hair peered up to him. While her arms concealed 
her chest, the clear water did nothing to obscure the aqua and silver tail 
curled under her. Worse, he recognized her: Michelle Warner, a very buxom 
sophomore coed who he'd taught introductory biology three years ago. 

Hugo stared. Michelle raised an arm and waved her hand. “Hi?” 

Hugo stared. 

“I suppose I should explain, huh?" Michelle ran a hand through her 
hair. “I’m, um, a mermaid.” 

“No shit.” Why am I talking to a hallucination? 

“No ...?ve always been a mermaid. I was a mermaid when I was studying 
with you.” 

“I thought you were a hippie.” 

"I'm not explaining this well, am I? Ok, here's my five-minute 
biography. 

“Mermaids are real. We live under the water in what you'd call hunter- 
gatherer cultures. We have a long history that isn't very interesting and 
that I’m not going to explain to you. About thirty years ago, I was born. 
My mother is the leader of my clan; you could call her a queen, but that 
implies both more and less authority than she has. 

“Anyway, the human world has been changing, but we've let ourselves 
stagnate. My mother acts like nothing's changed since the time when men 
got on wooden ships and huddled in fear when they saw us for fear we'd 
seduce them into the sea. Some of us know better. 

*We can change back and forth between legs and tail. I came up to the 
surface to study medicine ...it's something we need but lack: so many 
mermaids die young to illness and injury. That's how I came to know you." 

*Why are you here?" 

“Well, I had some free time — I’m on break before I start medical school 
— and I was curious. Not many humans come into the deep ocean to 
understand it, and before now, no humans with the tools to survive for 
long at this depth have been interested in the ocean." 

*You can live down here? Most sea mammals can't dive this deep. 
What do you eat? This is a nutrient-poor environment." 

“Well ...we’re not exactly mammals. We have gills, for instance.” 
Michelle lay on her side in the water and peeled back one of a series of gill 


flaps set between her ribs. At the same time, Hugo realized with a start that 
Michelle was naked and exposing her very large and well-formed breasts to 
him. 

Goddamn it ... can’t I stop thinking about sex for a few minutes before 
I'm dead? Damn monkey brain ... ‘Hey, here's your last chance to score 
before you die! It doesn't matter that you won't be fertile with a mermaid, 
just that she pushes the right visual buttons." 

Michelle continued, “This depth doesn't tax us, but we don’t live down 
here, no. Much of our food comes from hunting whales and other sea 
mammals, then fish and the like, and most of those things don't come down 
this far." 

* You've been following us? How did you avoid all the cameras?" 

“Well, first of all, you're biologists. You're not looking for mermaids, 
you're looking for jellyfish and such. Second, you humans don't have much 
experience down here. Not only do you need bulky life support to survive, 
but you have no idea how to be stealthy." Hugo sobbed when she mentioned 
“life support," and Michelle covered her mouth with her hands. 

“Tm sorry.” 

He sniffled. “What happened to the others?" 

“Pm ...m sorry. They're dead. None of the others made it to an air 
pocket..." 

“Don’t tell me the details. Is ...is there anything you can do for me?” 

Michelle hesitated, then shook her head. “I’m sorry. I’ve been trying to 
think of a way to rescue you, but we're too deep. Your lungs can't hold 
enough oxygen to make it to the surface at the speed I can swim lugging 
you, and even if they could, you'd probably die from the bends." 

“Could you keep me company? I ... don't want to die alone." He started 
weeping again. 

“Shh.” Michelle pulled herself out of the water using her arms and curled 
up next to Hugo. She was wet but warm; it was nice to have someone to 
touch. 

“While I’m here with you, I’m breathing oxygen. I'll deplete your supply 
faster ...” 

*Don't go!" Hugo interrupted. 

“T won't, I just wanted to remind you.” 

“Talk to me." 

“What about?” 

“Anything. Just talk. Tell me about mermaid culture.” 
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Hugo learned something about mermaids. They made tools out of bone 
and stone to hunt fish and sea mammals. Agriculture was unknown to them; 
before modern days, they husbanded schools of fish and pods of whales, 
but factory fishing had ended that and put pressure on mermaids everywhere. 
Unlike some sea creatures, they’d adapted, but it cost them leisure time. 
She talked about the rituals of daily life. She recited the history of the 
mermaid tribes and their mythology, in which they’d been created long 
ago as the chosen people of the oceans. 

Gradually, the conversation drifted from mermaid customs to American 
customs. Hugo had always had a hard time believing that Michelle was 
raised in America, so it didn’t surprise him to learn that Michelle was a 
foreigner, so to speak. American culture from the eyes of a person raised 
under the sea looked different in all the details. 

From there, they talked about their families and friends. Hugo cried 
freely: it hurt to talk about them when he knew his end was so near. His 
breath came shorter and he kept gasping like the air itself choked him; he 
began to feel sleepy and feverish. He ignored the signs and pressed on, 
wanting to give Michelle a picture of the ones he loved that she could carry 
with her to the surface. 

Hugo was having trouble keeping his eyes open. His thoughts felt 
sluggish. “Michelle, I don’t think I’m going to last much longer. Can I ask 
a favor of you?” 

He heard her sniffling, but she responded, “What?” 

“Take a message back to my girlfriend and my parents. She’s an English 
grad student at my school: Taryn Sumter. She'll be able to tell you where 
to find my parents. Tell them, both her and my parents, that I love them and 
that I didn’t expect it to turn out this way.” 

“Well ...what if I told you there was a way you could tell her?” 

“What?” Hugo said, his voice strained with desperation. “You said earlier 

“What I said earlier ...wasn’t the whole truth. There’s another way, but 
it’s ...radical. I could ...change you.” 

“Change me?” 

“I can make you one of us.” 

Hugo’s heart leaped. He could almost taste the carbon dioxide rising in 
his blood. He wasn’t going to survive much longer, but he didn’t want to 
die. He'd spent hours in conversation with Michelle trying to distract himself 
from that inevitability. He’d tried to reach some kind of peace with death, 
but such a reconciliation had eluded him. Becoming a merman would be a 
small price to pay for life. Maybe some people would be disgusted, but he 
considered her form quite beautiful, and it wasn’t as if he couldn’t visit the 
land just as she’d done. “Yes.” 


She hesitated before speaking again. “I don’t think you understand, so 
I'll try to explain it better. Humans have two sexes and they seem to think 
it’s really important which sex you belong to. We only have one sex: we’re 
all female.” 

Hugo coughed as he struggled for air. Only one sex? Then .... Before he 
could force his oxygen-starved brain to string words together, she said, 
“We need to get you some more air. I can't let you make a decision like 
this when you can't think straight. I saw some other air bubbles in the 
wreck: this one's biggest, but one of the others should help you clear your 
thoughts for a few minutes. Can you hold on?” 

Hugo wrapped his arms around her chest beneath her enormous breasts. 
His exhaustion and disorientation blunted his natural response to touching 
the naked beauty, but he still found the feeling of her muscular body twisting 
beneath him, the force of her tail kicks, pleasant. He almost passed out 
before they reached the next air bubble; as it was, she had to hold him to 
her on the final approach, dump him in the bubble, and give him mouth to 
mouth until he started breathing again. 

This bubble was trapped in the ship's storage room, which was filled 
with extra clothes, gear, and sundries. Michelle pushed some ofthe flotsam 
aside and laid him on the top of a locker. 

After the fresh air revived him, he asked the question he'd thought of 
earlier. “If you only have one sex, how do you reproduce?" 

“Parthenogenesis.” 

“You're all twins?” 

“Genetically, yes. However, there’s a lot more variation in our 
appearance from environmental conditions than there is for humans; 
presumably also in our immune systems. Figuring out our genetics is one 
of the reasons I was on the surface studying biology and medicine. Anyway, 
we get additional diversity from converting humans, which is rare, but 
only about as rare as it is for us to have children. 

“Our reproductive biology is close to that of humans. I’ve heard of 
human men fathering children on mermaids, though it’s not too common. 
We menstruate, like humans, but no one who’s studied it quite understands 
the reason. Our pregnancies are unpredictable; no one has discovered the 
trigger, and we’re not even sure there is one beyond random chance. It’s 
extremely rare for a mermaid who’s less than one hundred years old to get 
pregnant, though, so you shouldn’t have to worry about that for awhile.” 

“One hundred? How long do you live? And ...pregnant?" 

“About six hundred years. If you agree to become one of us, you'll 
grow another set of reproductive organs, so you'll be able to become 
pregnant just like any other mermaid. Head to tail, it'll be impossible to 
tell you weren't born as one of us without looking at your DNA. 

*You humans are weird. I mean, it's strange to me to know that you can 
produce so many children and that you can do it on demand, at least if 
you're young and healthy. Our daughters are a rare and precious gift to us. 








I suppose if I could pop them out like you humans do, I'd think about birth 
control too. But never having children?” She shuddered. “I can’t imagine 
what it must be like to be unable to produce children at all, to know that 
you'll never feel another life growing inside you.” 

Hugo had many more questions about mermaid biology and culture, 
but he realized that it didn’t matter. J don t have a choice. It’s die or live as 
a mermaid, and that’s not a choice. “Make me a mermaid.” 

Michelle stared at him out of her beautiful green eyes. “You’re certain? 
There’s no going back.” 

“I can always choose to die." 

“But will you want to? The stories all say that transformed humans 
agree that their mermaid-selves, their emotions, aren't quite the same as 
their human ones were." 

“If I'm happy to be alive, then I'll have made the right choice.” 

Michelle seemed satisfied with his explanation. *You'll need to come 
into the water, we don't have enough room for both of us on top of that 
locker." 

Hugo followed her instructions, confused. “What do I need to do?” 

She pulled herself on top of the locker and slid her hand down to her 
tail, positioning it over a barely visible slit. “Bring me to orgasm and drink 
my juices." 

“What?” Hugo rasped. “You have to be kidding ...” 

“It's the only way. Are you willing to die for one of your human sexual 
hang-ups?" 

“No.” Hugo swallowed. He hadn't hesitated because the idea of 
cunnilingus on a mermaid repulsed him, but rather that a part of him reveled 
in it. He could feel his penis hardening in the water as he looked at Michelle's 
perfect buxom body, the fish tail enhancing his excitement. However, what 
she said was true, and he'd already made his choice. 

Her flexible tail bent under him as he pushed up on the locker bring 
himself near her slit. She spread her fingers, pulling apart scaled outer lips 
to reveal the most beautiful pussy he'd ever seen, delicate shapely pink 
labia below an erect clitoris. He bent his head and slid his tongue over her 
opening. She tasted like nothing he'd ever encountered before, the iron- 
metallic and salty taste of body fluids flavored with a hint of fishiness and 
at the same time a delightful sweet and musky flavor. He dived in deeper, 
but then, remembering his purpose, he alternated between her clitoris and 
her vagina. Every so often, she'd moan and say, “Ooh, right there, that 
feels so good,” or “Yes! Faster!” 

She came too soon for Hugo, who wanted to spend more time enjoying 
her taste. She spasmed and thrashed around on the locker and her pussy 
squirted Hugo full in the face, coating him in her fluids. He licked it off his 
face as best he could and was about to wash the rest off when Michelle 
caught his arms and stopped him. She pushed back on the locker, wiped 
some liquid off his face, and dripped it into his eyes and nose. 


He shuddered. “Hey!” 

“Speed is of the essence, so we need to hit as many of your mucus 
membranes as possible.” She wet her finger inside herself and thrust up 
his anus; he winced. After that, she allowed herself to float away from 
him. 

“That’s it?” 

“The virus ...it has to be that, right? ... well, whatever it is, is inside you 
now. It will take a couple of hours to start working, but according to the 
stories, you'll know when it does. 

“Now, I have a favor to ask. Before you change, would you fuck me?” 

*What? Why?" 

Michelle smiled. *As much as I enjoy sex with mermaids, sex with 
human men is fun and different. I’m feeling awfully horny after what you 
did for me, and I figured I wouldn't get a chance to be penetrated later." 

Hugo could feel the heat of his blush. “It ...it’s not that I don't think 
you're attractive, but Taryn ...” 

Michelle said, There's lots about humans that I don’t understand; this 
possessiveness is one of those things. I mean, I understand pair bonding; 
most mermaids have special partners. But shouldn't something that makes 
your partner happy also make you happy?" 

“T understand what you're saying, but I made a promise to Taryn.” 

“But you're not married, are you?” 

*No. But we've agreed not to see other people." 

Michelle said, “You’re a mermaid now, even if your body doesn't look 
like mine yet. You do realize that if you want remain close to Taryn, she's 
going to have make the same choice you did? 

“There’s areason you hear about human men having sex with mermaids, 
but never human women. It's difficult to share intimacy with a human 
woman and not have her change, especially if you don't want to reveal 
your secret to her. With a man, it's easy, and easier with latex condoms: 
you let him take you, but none of your fluids will get inside him without 
an effort. As long as he washes afterwards, he won't change. With a woman, 
you can use hands and toys, but if she's not careful and touches one of the 
wrong parts of her body with either, there will be nothing you can do. 
There've even been cases of human women changing just from the touch 
of a mermaid's tongue to her vagina. 

“Dm sure that Taryn will understand once you explain the circumstances. 
This is your last chance to have sex as a man. Being with me won't alter 
what you two have together, especially when she becomes a mermaid." 

Michelle surged out of the water on top of him. She was strong and 
heavy, but he was in good enough shape to push her away, if only he'd 
wanted to. Instead, a terrible and reckless feeling overcame him and he 
kissed her back as she pressed her lips to his face, thrilling in her sweet 
breath scented with sea salt. His penis stiffened in his shorts. She pulled 














them down, spread her vagina, tight and muscular, fulfilled the promises it 
made with its visual perfection. Hugo groaned in pleasure. If it hadn’t 
been for his exhaustion, he would have come right then. As it was, it wasn’t 
enough even when Michelle began undulating her hips against his in a 
way impossible for a human woman. When he started thrusting in rhythm 
with Michelle’s writhing, though, he soon lost control and spasmed, filling 
her with his semen. 

Michelle didn’t intend to let him rest, though. She went down and sucked 
him back to hardness, reinserted him, and resumed where she’d left off. 
This time he lasted long enough for her to scream out a series of orgasms; 
hearing her pleasure brought him to his own. Still not satisfied, she again 
took him in her mouth. If she’d been human, Hugo doubted he would have 
had the will. However, she was a mermaid, an erotic creature straight out 
of his dreams. Sex with her was amazing: her incredible breasts pressing 
on his chest, slick scales sliding against his legs, the coolness of her skin 
now flush with heat from the sex. As she moaned and wriggled on top of 
him in such obvious ecstasy, he wondered what being a mermaid was going 
to be like; a small part of him, he admitted, was aroused by knowing that 
her fluids were already inside him, changing him. He came again and drifted 
off. 

“Wake up!” Michelle said. 

“Huh?” Hugo rubbed his eyes, tasting the staleness of the air. 

“T must have tired you out; you fell asleep after sex. Anyway, the way 
sex circulates your blood will help speed the change and decrease the 
chances you'll run out of air before you can breathe water.” 

Hugo's brain was still grappling with the fact that she'd given him four 
orgasms. His body started shivering. 

“Oh ...it's already begun. Come on, I’m taking you to another air bubble. 
Last one, I promise." 

She stripped him of his wet clothes and towed him through the seawater 
again, this time to the dining hall. This air bubble was a little larger than 
the previous one, but there was nowhere for him to lie down except on a 
floating table that she'd prepared for him by lashing it to the bulwarks. 
She let him crawl onto it, flopped up out of the water next to him, and 
curled around him. “I would have taken you to this one before, but I needed 
to ready it first.” 

Hugo yawned. “I don’t think I’m up for more sex.” 

She ran fingers through his hair. “I know. We need to keep your body 
temperature up, though. The change produces a lot of heat and the colder 
you are, the slower it goes.” 

Hugo inspected himself as best he could with a mermaid twined around 
him. She laughed when she realized what he was doing. “Don’t worry, 
you'll know when it happens." 

Hugo did his best to relax. Michelle helped by massaging his muscles. 
At last, as he was shifting around to try to get comfortable, he felt something 








strange between his legs. Michelle saw his expression and loosened her 
embrace, allowing him to look. 

A flap of skin was growing between his legs behind his testicles. Its 
development was right at the edge of his visual perception, but he swore he 
could see it thickening and creeping down his legs. After a few minutes, its 
progress was unmistakable: it reached halfway down his thighs and was 
thick as his thumb at his groin. Except for restricting his movement, it 
didn’t feel like anything; when he touched it, it was numb, like the nerves 
hadn’t grown in yet. However, he also noticed something else: his penis 
and testicles were shrinking. 

Hugo laid down again and did his best to suppress his nervousness at 
knowing what was happening to his legs and genitals. Michelle comforted 
him and told him that he’d made the right decision. He paid only half an 
ear as his anxiety kept him wrapped in his own thoughts, which ran in 
circles of fear and excitement. 

About an hour later, his legs finished joining, leaving him with one 
long leg-like limb. It looked as if he’d taken a stretchy pair of pantyhose 
and encased both his legs, except, of course, that it was his skin that linked 
his legs together. His new skin had acquired sensation, but was oddly hairless 
in contrast to the rest of his legs. Breaking off from Michelle, he tried to sit 
up and ended up toppling over; standing was out of the question. 

Michelle giggled. “Here, let me help.” She folded his legs beneath him 
in a kneeling position and curled her tail under herself so she could sit 
opposite him. “This is how mermaids sit on land. You still have knees so 
you can’t do it like I do, but you'll want to remember for later." 

Hugo smiled at her, then shrieked as a seizing pain rippled through his 
body. He fell over again. Michelle crawled over to him and held him; he 
was glad for her touch because it gave him something to concentrate on 
besides the pain. She soothed him, rubbing his body in the places that 
didn’t hurt. 

He heard cracking all along his spinal column, ribs, and joined legs. 
The pain was worst in the latter: he could feel bones breaking in his legs, 
fighting for position, reforming in new patterns. The pain was excruciating 
and he wept and screamed until, at last, it ended. 

For a moment, he couldn’t believe it, but then he sighed with relief. 
Michelle whispered to him, “That’s the worst of it. Your new muscles still 
have to grow and that will ache, but it won’t be as bad.” 

Hugo felt the new changes starting, but rather than sharp pain, it was an 
exceedingly strange sensation in his viscera, like a twisting or squirming. 
Michelle held him close as his entire body below his head began to ache. 
Looking down, he saw his skin rippling as his organs and muscles 
reconfigured themselves. Gill slits opened on his torso and his thorax 
enlarged. Hugo started to consider the other changes that were going on 
inside his body, adapting him to life in the sea, when his body recalled his 
attention. 


The twisting inside him began to settle, but not before he felt strange 
tuggings on his skin several places on his legs. He looked down and saw 
that his legs had completed their transformation into a skin-covered tail. 
Oddly, his buttocks remained as they were. He had a true tailfin, two ventral 
fins angled out from where his thighs had been, a dorsal fin down the 
center of his tail starting below the cleft of his buttocks, and a smaller 
ventral fin below the dorsal fin. There was a new opening on his tail, his 
... vagina. His outer lips concealed his clitoris and canal, but he could feel 
them inside. Curiosity impelled him to touch it, but before he could work 
up the courage, Michelle started to give his skin a brisk brushing causing 
the hair on his chest, tail, face, and arms to fall away. When Michelle 
finished, all he had left was the hair on his crown and his eyebrows. 

His head and tail started itching. He went to scratch his head and 
discovered that his bald spot had vanished beneath a surge of full curly 
hair that continued growing until it was down his back. Most of his hair 
retained his own brunette color, but it possessed a healthy shine and was 
streaked with blue and silver. As he scratched at the skin below his waist, 
he felt it flake off, revealing the scales below it. Michelle helped him strip 
off the remaining skin covering his tail, revealing a shining layer of silver 
and ultramarine scales. He ran his hands over them, their slickness caressing 
his palm, marveling that he could feel his hand touching them. He noticed 
that his hand was smaller, more gracile now, and that his skin had softened. 

Looking down, he realized that his body had the shape of a teenaged 
and rather bony girl, except that he was flat-chested. His nipples were 
swollen larger than when he was male and his chest had two slight curves 
over his ribcage, but that was it. His body narrowed a bit in the waist and 
broadened over his hips, enclosed as they were in his tail. 

His change wasn’t finished, though. Even as he inspected himself, the 
breasts on his chest began filling out. His two bumps became fleshy globes, 
and even as he cupped them in his hands, they overflowed, pushing outward, 
becoming rounder and fuller. As incredible as all the changes had been, 
this turned out to be the most poignant. Hugo watched as his chest ballooned 
outward faster and fuller than he expected. He passed Taryn’s size, then 
his mother’s, and finally his breasts were as large as those of pornstars 
he’d seen, as large as Michelle’s. They still didn’t stop, though. He watched 
stunned as smooth cleavage formed in the center and spread until it joined 
with his chest, his delicate arms becoming lost under the ampleness of 
smooth flesh. His areolae were silver dollars, his nipples fat like one of his 
fingers. 

The enormity of his breasts pulled him off balance, but he found his 
back becoming stronger to compensate for their gravity. Even with their 
immense weight, though, they didn’t sag far down his torso, instead forming 
teardrops against his ribs and abdomen, only just down from their centers. 
He sat amazed at their sheer bulk and the way his new delicate-boned 
frame enhanced their apparent size. 








Michelle was watching him. When his breasts completed their growth, 
she said, “You’re a beautiful mermaid. I love your coloring: that’s such a 
pretty blue. And you have even bigger boobs than I do!” 

He hefted them. *But why?" He shivered hearing his own voice: his 
gravelly masculine one had been replaced with a pure feminine one. He 
tried a few notes and heard them come out clear and resonant. / could be a 
singer now. While he was good at music, his voice had always kept him 
from vocals with its cracking and rough tone. 

Michelle shrugged in response to his question. “Mermaids are a lot 
bustier than humans. I’m large, but no one would consider me exceptional. 
You, on the other hand, are damn big." 

His head spun trying to wrap itself around a society where Michelle's 
bosom wasn't that large. When he recovered, he said, “I wish they'd come 
out smaller." 

“Don’t say that! They're lovely. I'm jealous.” 

“Well, when a couple of hours ago you were a man, it’s weird to all of 
a sudden have, not just breasts, but giant ones." Hugo realized that he 
..she was thinking of her maleness in the past tense, but knew it was 
inevitable. The sooner she got used to thinking of herself as a woman — no, 
a mermaid — the better. 

Michelle nodded. “Yes, but you’re a mermaid now. Your body is 
wonderful. Don’t be so quick in wanting to change it. See how you feel 
about it once you get used to it.” She laughed. “Think about a human 
metaphor: it’s like a new pair of shoes, so it will take time to break in.” 

Hugo chuckled with Michelle, thinking of the number of times she’d 
had to remonstrate Michelle not to come to lab without shoes. After they’d 
both laughed themselves breathless, Hugo said, “I’m going to need a new 
name. ‘Hugo’ doesn't fit this body at all." She considered for a few moments 
and then said, “My parents were going to call me Alyssa if I was a girl. 
What do you think?” 

“T think it’s a very pretty name. It fits you.” 

Alyssa nodded, pleased. “What now?” She felt much calmer with the 
change behind her, the calm that came with resignation. She’d made her 
choice, for better or worse; now all she had to do was live with it. 

“We feed you.” Michelle dove and came up hauling a seal carcass that 
she placed next to Alyssa. She produced a knife, sliced off some blubber, 
and handed it to Alyssa, who balked. 

“Where did you get this?” 

“You were out for hours ...it’s not too difficult to find a seal, kill it, and 
bring it down again.” 

“Um ...I’m supposed to eat this?" 

“Yes. You've had sushi before, right? Just try it, I promise you'll like 
10% 

Alyssa took the blubber, closed her eyes, and slid a corner into her 
mouth. She was shocked when she realized how much she liked the taste 




















of fat and seal blood. The transformation must have done something to my 
palate. I suppose it makes sense, though; it would be terrible if I starved to 
death because I couldn t stomach mermaid food. Michelle cut pieces off as 
fast as Alyssa consumed them, and before she realized it, she’d eaten the 
whole seal, organs and all. 

She examined her body, wondering where all that food had gone, and 
found that she no longer looked skeletal. Her tail had filled out and her ribs 
weren’t visible. Her body appeared sleek and healthy. Now that some of 
the immediacy of her change had passed, she noticed how muscular her 
body had become. While she had a lean musculature rather than the bulging 
look common among bodybuilders, that appearance was deceptive. Her 
tail was solid muscle, covered with insulating subcutaneous fat, and her 
human parts, shoulders, arms, and abdomen, were also well muscled. She 
admitted to herself that Michelle was right: she made a fine mermaid. 

Alyssa could feel her breath coming shorter again and said, “I think the 
air is starting to go again.” 

“Are you ready?” 

“T think so.” 

“Come into the water.” Michelle splashed her and Alyssa skidded off 
the table tail first. She discovered her buoyancy had changed and it took 
some adaptation to get her balance right. She swam around the room a 
couple of times, using the crawl since she wasn’t quite sure how to 
coordinate her tail to swim yet. 

Michelle said, “Ok. Breathing water is probably going to be tricky the 
first time, though the mechanics are simple. You now have extra plumbing 
in your chest to flush water past your gills: while fish do it by opening and 
closing their mouths, we have a pump, like a second set of lungs. It’s just 
like breathing, except that you’re using different muscles and instead of 
cycling in and out, you pass it through. So, breathe in, hold it, and take in 
the water using your second lungs. 

“I know humans panic when water gets in their lungs, but if it happens 
when you try to breathe water, you have to suppress it. After the first breath, 
you’ ll probably be fine until you need to switch again. Switching easily 
takes lots of practice, so you don’t worry if you cough and choke a lot.” 

Alyssa nodded. She breathed in, dived, and sucked water in. However, 
as she felt fluid fill her second lungs, she panicked and surfaced, coughing 
up water. Michelle came behind her and patted her back. “I remember the 
first time I breathed air instead of water ...I didn't get it on the first try, 
either. Come on.” 

Alyssa made several more attempts, coughing and gagging on much 
sea water. Eventually Michelle helped hold her under until her lungs filled, 
and for the first time her gills pumped, flushing the water and remaining 
air out. Alyssa had learned how to breathe water; it was harder than breathing 
air, she noticed. She needed to pump more water through her body and it 
took more energy to do it, because of the viscosity and density. Feeling the 


pulse of the water in through her mouth and nose and out through her gills 
amazed her. I’m breathing water! It was like a miracle. 

Yet the amazement passed fairly quickly, and Alyssa’s mind turned to 
other matters. *My breasts are much more comfortable in the water,” she 
said, looking down. 

Michelle laughed. “Yes. There’s a reason carrying all that weight doesn’t 
bother us much.” 

Alyssa, observing the perfection of Michelle’s breasts, remembered a 
question she had wanted to ask earlier. “How old are you?” 

“Sixty.” 

Alyssa swallowed. “How?” 

“We don’t age as fast as humans, but particularly, humans have to deal 
with the sun and gravity. Those things are bad for you, you know. Anyway, 
you shouldn’t be worrying about it. The change heals your body. You look 
about as old as I do now.” 

Not only am I a mermaid, but I’m a teenage mermaid, or at least that’s 
how I look. What’s Taryn going to think? 

Michelle interrupted her thoughts by taking her hand and leading her 
through the wrecked submarine. Alyssa discovered that her myopia had 
cleared and that she could see through the water without pain or difficulty. 
Her hearing had grown sharper, too, and its range larger: she could hear 
the high-pitched noises of the sea life. She realized that Michelle was 
making a constant chirping sound. Alyssa said, “Echolocation?” 

Michelle nodded. “TIl teach you how, but it’s a tricky thing to master. 
I expect it will take you years, at least. You’re also going to have to learn 
one of the mermaid languages. English isn’t designed for underwater 
speech: it’s made mostly with the mouth, not the throat, and doesn’t carry 
well underwater.” 

“T have time,” Alyssa said, euphoric that she could say it. 

Scents in the sea were stronger or her nose had become more sensitive; 
probably both, Alyssa decided. Her sense of touch also seemed more acute: 
she could feel the ocean currents everywhere they brushed her body. 

Once they were in the open water, Michelle showed Alyssa how to 
swim as a mermaid. Mermaids, Alyssa learned, had a swim bladder, and 
controlling her buoyancy required that she learn to use muscles she hadn’t 
had before. Coordinating her new tail’s muscles also took practice, but 
after a few hours, she'd managed a competent facsimile of Michelle’s 
graceful technique. Her body continued to her amaze her with its sensitivity, 
strength, and flexibility. All of her senses were sharper, her world alive 
with details that she'd never noticed as a human. She'd swum for hours 
without tiring. Her human spine had become more flexible as well, allowing 
her to bend and undulate in ways impossible for a human. 

The sensations were overwhelming, and Alyssa was overcome with a 
feeling of freedom and wonder that she'd never felt before in her life. 
More than ever, she was now certain she'd made the right choice. If she'd 








known about the benefits beforehand, she wondered if she might not have 
sacrificed her masculinity for the opportunity to be a mermaid even if she’d 
hadn’t been faced with death. Her new body was wonderful, she could 
explore more of the water than any human, she could expect to live hundreds 
of years and age little during them: with that list of benefits, she wondered 
about the fear that had made her hesitate when she was faced with it. 

Of course, there was one more aspect of her body she’d had yet to 
investigate because of Michelle’s proximity: her new genitals. She felt a 
strange but definite growing arousal while she swam and now she needed 
to pee and poop as well. She said to Michelle, “Can I have some privacy?” 

“You humans are weird,” she replied, but nonetheless swam away. 

Going to the bathroom as a mermaid was simple enough, Alyssa 
discovered, but it took some careful maneuvering to avoid her own excreta. 
With that completed, Alyssa reached down to her slit and spread the scaled 
lips covering it, revealing her beautiful pink flower. Her new flexibility 
didn’t quite allow her to lick it, so she was forced to use her finger. 

It had been Taryn who had taught her most about how to make love to 
women, knowledge she’d never expected to need for her own satisfaction 
but found useful now. However, her body was also different from Taryn’s, 
and it took some time for her to figure out her own rhythms and the particular 
places she liked to be touched. She found her breasts to be especially 
sensitive, and began massaging and caressing them in a rhythmic motion, 
stroking under and over them and tugging at the areolae and nipples. As 
she worked towards her orgasm, she felt compelled to cry out in her musical 
new voice. When she came, she released a scream of pleasure, and blushed 
at her volume. 

When her brain restarted, she realized that Michelle was watching her. 
She jerked to cover her breasts and slit, but then realized how silly that was 
and relaxed. Michelle swam to Alyssa, twined their tails together, kissed 
her, and said, “Don’t be shy. It’s perfectly natural for a pair of mermaids to 
share in each other’s pleasure.” 

Michelle slid down Alyssa’s body until she could reach Alyssa’s lower 
lips with her tongue. Alyssa moaned in bliss as Michelle licked her folds 
and, for a while, worried not at all about her future. 


Taryn 


Every day for more than two weeks, Taryn had come to the sea at sunset. 
She was at a loss to explain why: the sea reminded her of Hugo, and that it 
had taken him from her. She compared it to scratching a mosquito bite — 
she knew it would make the itching worse, but she couldn’t keep her fingers 
away. Just so, visiting the sea exacerbated her grief, but she came every 
day nonetheless. 

She shook her head. Only an idiot would torture herself like this. I 
shouldn t be here. She took her newfound determination and prepared to 
walk back to her car and go home. As she turned to leave, though, she 
noticed a pair of women walking along the beach. 

There weren't many people on the undistinguished beaches that she 
and Hugo frequented at this time of the day and year, so their presence 
surprised her. She took a closer look. They re girls, really. Teenagers. At 
least, that's the way their faces looked; their breasts were enormous for 
girls that age, and they were both tall. Taryn’s catty side thought, Those 
boobs can t be real; they're huge. How'd they get implants so young? 
Maybe they re models on a photoshoot? With those looks, those breasts, 
and those skimpy bikinis, I could believe it. Their swimsuits were barely 
adequate to contain their bouncing bosoms. 

Taryn brought herself back to her decision to leave, turned so she 
couldn't see them, and began hurrying off the beach up to the parking lot. 
However, before she'd left the sand and rocks, she heard the patter of feet 
behind her and a voice shouting, “Taryn!” 

Taryn turned to look. One member of the pair, the brunette, had called 
out. As the girl approached, Taryn recognized her face, but couldn't place 
it. *Excuse me, but do I know you?" she asked. 

“You don’t ...remember me?” 

“No.” The girl's familiarity nagged at Taryn. “What's your name and 
from where do you know me?” Is she one of my students? I don t think so 
...I can t imagine where I would have met, if she’s not a student. 

“H ... Alyssa. Alyssa, not Halyssa." Alyssa took a deep breath that almost 
popped her too-small bikini top off. *We met ...in the library. You were 
writing a paper analyzing the penetration of Darwinian concepts into 
modern literature, and you wanted to understand the key precepts of the 
theory before you wrote criticism about it. However, you'd gotten lost in 
the biology stacks and spent an hour going through books with titles like, 
Practical in situ Hybridization and Macroecology of Marine Invertebrates, 
not to mention creationist rantings. | showed you The Blind Watchmaker 
and something of Ernst Mayr's and offered you my phone number if you 
needed to know something else." 

Taryn took a couple steps backward, confused. But it was Hugo who 
...Who is she? She and Hugo had told that story a few times. What possible 
reason would this girl have for repeating it in such a strange context? 




















Alyssa continued, “Remember that time we went jetskiing, you lost 
your bikini top, and I took off my swim trunks in sympathy? The department 
picnic where we had that long conversation about philosophy of life with 
Stephen and Maria? The time I got food poisoning in that Maryland crab 
house and you laughed for days because you’d warned me that eating 
there was a bad idea?” 

Taryn saw what was familiar about Alyssa: her face bore a striking 
similarity to Hugo’s and her word choice and intonation was identical. Her 
rational side told her that Alyssa couldn’t be Hugo; her emotions had other 
ideas, along with the upper hand. Taryn ran and embraced her, crying. 

“Tt’s you, isn’t it, Hugo? But how?” Alyssa was much taller than Hugo 
had been and it was strange to have to put her arms around Alyssa’s breasts, 
but there was a familiarity in the way Alyssa held her. At hearing his/her 
male name, Alyssa winced. 

“I know it's asking a lot for you to accept this, but after I tell you I'll 
hope you'll understand. It’s a long story. Can we go home?” 

Alyssa said something Taryn didn't catch to her blonde companion, 
who handed Alyssa a bag and headed off up the beach. Alyssa led the way 
to Taryn's car, picking out Taryn's Camry without any guidance and leaving 
Taryn more certain that Alyssa was Hugo, though admittedly there weren't 
many cars in the lot. Taryn still didn't understand how it was possible for 
Alyssa to be Hugo: Alyssa's skimpy bikini hid next to nothing, and as far 
as she could tell, Alyssa was all female. 

When they got into the car, Taryn said, “Can you talk while I’m driving?" 

“Sure.” 

There was an uncomfortable silence while Taryn turned on the ignition. 
She said, “So ...how come you aren't dead and you have a female body?” 

“You saw the girl I was with? Her name is Michelle Warner, she’s a 
mermaid, and she turned me into one so I'd able to survive the trip to the 
surface after the sub sank. That’s it, in a nutshell.” 

Taryn took a deep breath. It sounded impossible, but Hugo being alive 
as a woman was also impossible. “Tell me the whole story, from the 
beginning.” 

The drive to their house took twenty minutes, so Alyssa wasn’t finished 
when they arrived. When Taryn arrived, she said, “You’re lucky that our 
housemates are gone.” 

Alyssa puzzled at her. “Have Steve, Brady, and Gina stopped going out 
to play poker and get drunk on Fridays?” 

“No.” Taryn laughed nervously, wondering if Alyssa had noticed the 
pointedness of her question. 

After seeing Alyssa in the house and hearing the rest of her story, Taryn 
didn’t doubt that she and Hugo were the same person. A few of the details 
of Alyssa’s story disturbed Taryn — Alyssa left nothing out, not the 
mechanism of the change, her last sex as a man, or that she and Michelle 








had been lovers ever since her transformation. Taryn understood the reasons 
and Alyssa looked contrite, but Taryn still felt hurt. 

Alyssa said, “I know I’ve been not acting like I should, but it’s hard. 
My libido is enormous, more than it was when I was teenager. We’ve been 
having sex once a day and I’m not quite satisfied. My sexuality has become 
a lot more — pardon the pun - fluid since I’ve become a mermaid. After 
Michelle showed me how to regrow my legs, we went to her house to get 
the bikinis. I called Gina and found out where you were and then we headed 
up the beach looking for you. There were some cute guys on the way and I 
started to understand how straight women feel about men. However, you 
look as beautiful to me as you ever did. And, while I’ve known in the 
abstract that having sex with Michelle would make you unhappy, it’s been 
hard to feel guilty about it. It doesn’t seem important to me.” Alyssa blushed. 

“My sociobiological explanation is that because sex isn’t connected 
with mermaid reproduction, jealousy and gendered sexual orientation aren’t 
hardwired like they are in humans. The purpose of sex among mermaids is 
social bonding, insofar as it has purpose. Of course, I know that doesn’t 
excuse what I’ve done.” 

At first, Taryn’s thoughts and feelings were so jumbled she wasn’t sure 
what to say. They’d talked about open relationships before, both admitting 
to being commitment-phobic, but had decided they didn’t want the stress. 
After she spent several minutes revisiting the issue, Taryn realized that she 
was neither as jealous or angry as she’d expected; it hurt, but she could 
cope with it. Their relationship had had its share of ups and downs, and 
given the circumstances, this down was no worse than some others. 

Taryn said, “I can’t say I’m happy about it, but I’m glad you told me. I 
...I suppose I’m ok with it, even ...even if you want to keep seeing her. I 
understand that in your condition, you’re going to have a hard time being 
exclusive with me.” 

An awkward pause followed. Alyssa broke it. “I don’t mind being with 
Michelle, she’s a nice person and very pretty. But, I’m not interested in her 
the way I am in you. I know I’ve changed a lot, but that hasn’t.” 

“That ...might be a problem.” Taryn read Alyssa’s disappointment and 
hastily continued, “It’s not that there’s something wrong with you, it’s just 
that I don’t feel anything for your new body.” Alyssa was, in fact, a stunning 
woman. She had beautiful clear skin, lovely dark blue eyes, blue highlights 
in her hair, a fit and healthy body, and a cute face. Taryn regretted she 
couldn’t offer a more positive answer. “Isn’t there anything you can do? I 
mean, with the hormones and surgeries for transsexuals?” 

“Michelle and I discussed this already. There’s not much that would 
work, unfortunately. There was a case of a young mermaid who lived in 
the Mediterranean and wanted to masculinize herself. However, they 
discovered that androgens — male hormones — had no effect on her; it turns 
out that we mostly lack androgen receptors. Genital surgery is ineffective 
on us because we regenerate our genitals whenever we switch from legs to 
tail or vice versa. The changes in my bone structure are too drastic for 
surgery to alter without endangering my life. About the only thing I could 


do is get a mastectomy, but with my voice, face, hips, musculature, and 
hairlessness, I can’t project masculinity well enough to pass as a man. 

“I ...I know this isn’t what you wanted, Taryn, but it's the way things 
have to be. I had to choose between dying and changing sex. The choice 
wasn't hard but it does chafe. Talking about it makes it worse ... m Alyssa 
now and that’s who I’m always going to be. I want to accept it and move 
on; so, could we please not talk about the past that way?” 

Alyssa slowed her speech. “As for our relationship ...the solution, the 
only solution, really, is for you to become a mermaid. Michelle tells me 
that human women who become mermaids develop attractions to both sexes, 
as I did. And, to tell you the truth, if we want to be more than friends, it’s 
an inevitability. I’m sure you see why. If we can’t be any more than good 
friends, I understand, but there’s nothing I want more in the world than to 
be with you again.” 

Alyssa stood up. “I don’t expect you to make a snap decision on this; 
take as much time as you want. Would you like to go to dinner?” 

Taryn thought, I’ve never felt more confused in my life. Grief, at least, 
was simple. Now she felt anger, fear, uncertainty, love, wonder, joy, 
anticipation, and trepidation all at once, and most of the time it seemed 
like several emotions were fighting for control. She wrestled them down 
long enough to frame a response. “Sure. I might feel better after some 
food.” 

Alyssa opened the bag she’d received from Michelle, pulling out a 
blouse, panties, bra, and slacks. She untied her bikini without any apparent 
shyness, though Taryn averted her eyes, and pulled on her new clothes. 
Michelle and Alyssa were about the same height, so the clothes didn’t look 
too bad. However, the blouse and bra were both tight across Alyssa’s chest, 
and from the grimaces and adjustments she made, the bra pinched her, 
also. The slacks were loose in the hips, so Alyssa went back and snagged 
one of her male belts to hold them up. 

Alyssa offered to drive them in her battered SUV. Taryn laughed when 
Alyssa got in and discovered that her breasts blocked the steering wheel 
and her legs were cramped when she tried to reach the pedals. Alyssa 
ratcheted her seat back, forward, back again, tried a couple of different 
tilts, sighed, and said, “This will have to do.” The drive itself reminded 
Taryn of old times, as she and Alyssa chattered back and forth. Taryn did 
most of the talking, telling Alyssa the news that had happened while Alyssa 
was in the ocean. As they talked, Taryn discovered that when staring out 
the window, she could almost believe she was speaking to Hugo and not 
Alyssa. 

When they reached their destination, Taryn said, “You’ve got to be 
kidding me. Chester's?" Chester's was one of the classier local seafood 
places; Taryn and Hugo enjoyed it only when they could afford its prices, 
which wasn’t often. Half-teasing, Taryn continued, “Isn’t this like 
cannibalism or something?” 

“I'm not a fish!” Alyssa replied. 

Alyssa seemed to have no trouble with human foods, digging into her 
salad and breaded flounder with abandon. Taryn asked about it; Alyssa 








dabbed a stray crumb off her mouth with her napkin and said, “Well, I’ve 
become a sushi fan. I'll eat almost anything from the sea raw. I still like all 
the same humans foods, though.” 

They continued to talk, but the more they discussed the past, the more 
Taryn felt their future weighing on the conversation. If she wanted to be 
accepted as a woman, Alyssa was going to have to suppress her masculine 
mannerisms, but that was part of what Taryn liked about Hugo. Taryn began 
to understand how their relationship would have to change if they wanted 
to stay together, and that she would have to learn to accept Alyssa as a 
woman. 

While the idea had been weird at first, the more she thought about it, 
the more comfortable she became. While they hadn’t started dating as 
friends, she and Hugo had become close. She’d had boyfriends before where 
all of the attraction was romantic and physical. With Hugo, she’d enjoyed 
genuine friendship; the drive and dinner had proved to Taryn that his 
transformation from Hugo to Alyssa hadn’t changed that. When Taryn 
closed her eyes, he was Hugo, her friend and lover; when Taryn opened 
them, she was Alyssa, a girl Taryn felt she’d been friends with forever. 
Taryn had had close female friends before; she and Kathryn, her three-year 
roommate when they’d both been undergraduates, had learned almost 
everything there was to know about each other, like sisters. However, Taryn 
had never once thought about Kathryn romantically, and she couldn’t see 
Alyssa that way either. 

Alyssa insisted that they get dessert, a rich slice of chocolate mousse 
cake they shared. After she finished her portion, Taryn rubbed her stomach. 
“Oof. I'm stuffed." 

Alyssa winced and said, “My metabolism has sped up. If I’m getting 
too much food for you, tell me.” 

Taryn said, “Most women would kill for a metabolism like that: eat all 
you want, never get fat.” Taryn herself kept thin more by exercise than by 
diet, but she couldn’t deny a rise of envy at Alyssa’s effortless perfect 
figure. 

When Alyssa insisted on taking the bill, Taryn wondered what the waiter 
thought about them; suddenly being part of a lesbian couple was a strange 
feeling, to be sure. As they got up, Alyssa wrapped an arm around Taryn’s 
waist. Taryn blushed and looked down, now certain that their waiter and 
the cashier on the way out had the wrong idea. However, Alyssa’s arm felt 
natural, comforting, like Hugo’s had. Taryn snuggled into the taller woman’s 
hold and reciprocated with her own arm around Alyssa’s waist, losing the 
illusion for a moment when she realized she was resting her head on Alyssa’s 
bosom rather than Hugo’s chest, but then deciding it didn’t matter that 
much. 

Taryn reluctantly disentangled herself from Alyssa when they reached 
the car. The pleasure she felt in closeness surprised her: she’d never thought 
about it before, but there was lot to his, or her, touch, that had nothing to do 
with sex or gender. After they got in, Taryn decided to satisfy her curiosity 
and give them a reason to stay out longer. “So, um, Alyssa, I was thinking 
that we might go down to the beach and you could show me your ...tail.” 


“Ooh, a moonlit beach! That’s awfully romantic, Taryn.” Taryn opened 
her mouth to protest, but Alyssa added, “I’m teasing. Sure, I'd love to 
show you, but I want to make a stop first." 

Taryn knew that when Alyssa didn't come out and say what she was up 
to it would be useless to ask, so instead she stewed in her seat. Still, she 
wasn't too surprised when Alyssa pulled into a grocery store. 

Taryn said, *More food?" 

Alyssa said, “Yeah. Kind of embarrassing, isn't it? Switching from legs 
to tail takes a lot of energy, in addition to my high resting metabolism, so 
that's why." 

Feeding Alyssa, Taryn realized as she watched Alyssa load up the cart 
with raw fish, could put a dent in their budget. Of course, Alyssa also got 
fruit and sandwich ingredients, so it wasn't all expensive foodstuffs. Taryn 
laughed when Alyssa picked up a bottle of champagne. 

“T think you're the one with the romantic intentions. What were your 
words? A romantic moonlit picnic on the beach, isn't that what you're 
thinking of?" An older couple shopping at the end of the aisle tempered 
Taryn's mirth with a sidelong glance, but after a moment she dismissed 
them. While she'd never been in this situation before, she'd always thought 
that her sexual orientation was no one's business except hers and her 
partner's. She glared back, causing them to look down and shuffle away. 

Alyssa took them to a different section of the same beach where they'd 
met earlier that day. Alyssa laid out some blankets and started shrugging 
out of her clothes. She sighed with relief when she removed the constricting 
bra, kneading her breasts. Alyssa's unbound chest still impressed Taryn. 
Even though they were marked from the bra, she'd never seen a more 
perfect pair of breasts: her own B cups looked not only puny but misshapen 
in comparison. Alyssa revealed she was bare of all hair below the neck by 
removing her panties. 

Taryn said, “Let me guess: you don’t have to bikini wax?" 

“Well, I wouldn't be much of a mermaid if I had hair down there, would 
I?" Alyssa stretched out on the blankets and closed her eyes. “The changes 
in my bone and muscles hurt. Hold me?" 

Taryn let Alyssa lean on her, wrapping her arms around Alyssa's 
shoulders. Alyssa kept her legs together, and Taryn watched with amazement 
as flap of skin grew down between them; though hard to see at first, it soon 
became unmistakable. When Alyssa's legs were joined to the feet, Taryn 
saw bones and muscles fighting within Alyssa's body. Alyssa clenched her 
fists and teeth but didn't make any sound. As her fins emerged and scales 
subsumed her skin, Alyssa stretched and released her breath in a gasp. 
Taryn decided that Alyssa was even prettier as a mermaid than a human 
with the way her iridescent tail sparkled in the moonlight. 

Taryn ran her palm down Alyssa's scales, relishing their slipperiness. 
Alyssa laughed. “It tickles when you touch me like that.” 

A sudden impulse overtook Taryn. She closed her eyes and offered her 
lips in a kiss. Alyssa accepted, tangling her hands in Taryn's hair. Alyssa 
kissed like Hugo had, and the difference between Hugo's and Alyssa's 
lips, if it existed, was imperceptible. With her eyes closed, as long as she 
didn't press close to Alyssa, the illusion was perfect. As it was, she ended 








up straddling the mermaid, her chest pillowed on Alyssa’s breasts, and 
none of that quenched the spark of desire that grew from the kiss. 

Taryn broke it and rolled off; when she recovered her breath, she said, 
“And you can kiss for five minutes straight without needing oxygen.” 

“What you said earlier ...have you changed your mind?” 

“Maybe. It’s complicated. You’re exactly like I remember except for 
this one big change, and sometimes, I can even persuade myself that 
nothing’s changed at all. Like that kiss.” 

Alyssa caught Taryn’s sudden pensiveness and changed tacks. “Let’s 
go swimming.” 

Taryn’s introversion broke when Alyssa half-humped, half-crawled down 
the beach like a mutant combination between an elephant seal and a 
chimpanzee, huge breasts wobbling and bare ass surging up and down. 
Taryn burst out laughing. Alyssa stopped at the tide line, glared over her 
shoulder, and said, “Stop laughing! It’s your damn fault I changed on land 
anyways, because you wanted to watch!” Taryn collapsed on the ground 
giggling helplessly. Alyssa humphed and progressed into the ocean. 

Taryn almost worried when a few minutes passed and Alyssa didn’t 
surface. She convinced herself, She s a mermaid. She'll be fine. Still, Taryn 
breathed a sigh of relief when Alyssa surged from the water with her head 
tossed back in classic mermaid pose, hair dripping, breasts thrust out, straight 
out of ancient myth or fairy tales. Alyssa shook some of the water off and 
said, “Come on in, Taryn!” 

“Um, no bathing suit? You may be proud to be nude, mermaid girl, but 
I'm human. And besides, I'd freeze to death out there.” 

*Oh, come on. Have you ever seen anyone else on this beach at this 
time of year at this time of night? It's not like you have anything I haven't 
seen before, and I have enough body heat to spare." 

After more pleading on Alyssa's part, Taryn gave in and stripped. She 
took a running dive into the frigid water and shivered until Alyssa came 
and embraced her. Taryn snuggled into Alyssa's warmth and strong arms, 
allowing the mermaid to support her in the water. 

While Alyssa wasn't hydrodynamic enough to swim fast, her 
maneuverability in the water was much greater than Taryn's, even though 
Taryn was a strong swimmer. The moonlight afforded Taryn only glimpses 
of Alyssa's body, the spare elegance of her movements and the way the 
water supported her breasts gave her a naturalness and beauty. Taryn could 
see that Alyssa was in her element. 

They had loved to swim together back when Alyssa was Hugo. Taryn 
enjoyed it no less now: her buoyancy, the swish of water against her body, 
the process of controlling her breath, the dance of motion with her lover. 
Alyssa delighted in showing off, and she also highlighted for Taryn 
subtleties in the underwater environment. Taryn could have explored for 
hours, but even with Alyssa's warmth she lasted less than one hour before 
she got too cold and had to return to the beach. 

Taryn dried herself and curled up in a pile of towels as Alyssa undulated 
up the beach. After warming for several minutes, Taryn went to collect 
driftwood while Alyssa got food from the car and set it up. They soon lita 


small but merry fire and started sipping champagne; to accompany it, Alyssa 
nibbled on raw fish and Taryn snarfed down some sandwiches, hoping the 
food and the fire would restore her warmth. Eventually, Alyssa ended up 
holding Taryn from behind, with her tail curled around Taryn’s legs. 

Taryn, with daring from the alcohol, asked Alyssa, “If I were to become 
a mermaid, what would happen to me? What are all the changes? Physically, 
how functional are you on land? What about mental?” 

“Well,” Alyssa said, then went quiet for a couple minutes. At last, she 
continued, “My mermaid form has a tail, gills, and a flexible spine. Those 
are the things that switch when I go back and forth between land and sea. 

“As for the other stuff ...l've mentioned some of it already. High 
metabolism, more subcutaneous fat, breast growth, muscularity — I know I 
don't look it, but I’m stronger than when I was human — longer legs and 
torso, thus more height. My senses are a lot sharper; apparently, mermaids 
can echolocate though it takes a long time for humans-turned-mermaid to 
learn how. My voice is clearer and more flexible. I have an enormous lung 
capacity. Um ...I think that’s it, for stuff that's important when I have legs. 

“Mentally? Well, I can’t say I notice much. There are some small things: 
the way my brain handles sound processing, for instance, seems improved, 
and my tastes in food have changed. The big thing is my sex drive and 
orientation: from talking to Michelle, it appears we’re all bisexual 
nymphomaniacs. Of course, after hearing about mermaid society, I’m not 
going to criticize this: they seem more close-knit than American culture. 

“T have a theory about why we mermaids are what we are. It’s obvious 
we’re constructed creatures. This,” Alyssa ran a hand over the boundary 
between scales and skin, “would never happen in nature. As far as I can 
tell, we’re equal parts constructed from three rather disparate clades: typical 
sea mammal adaptations, bony fish, and human pieces. If our chimeric 
character wasn’t enough evidence, I know that these,” Alyssa squished her 
breasts against Taryn’s back, “would never evolve. They slow my water 
speed too much. 

“When I combine our breasts with the way our asses are intact — asses 
are a big human sexual signal, you know, straight from our primate ancestors 
— our sex drives, and the near-certainty of constructedness, I'm guessing 
that we were made for some sexual purpose. It's impossible to know exactly 
what, whether we were intended as slaves, or someone wanted to create a 
new, sexualized society, or one woman decided to become a mermaid for 
some reason: the mermaid oral traditions don't record the details of our 
origins well enough, and mermaid archeology is only getting started. 

“Anyway, as far as I can tell, except for our sexuality, mermaids are 
like human beings except better in some ways. Oh, and one important 
thing: mermaids can live up to a couple of centuries." 

* You're kidding." 

*No. Mermaids have been known to live to six hundred years old. We 
also don't age as much, which is partly an effect of living underwater and 
partly genetic." 

Taryn leaned back on Alyssa, trying to digest that. As strange as the 
thought was, becoming a mermaid had definite benefits, and the downsides 








seemed limited. She could function in human society for the rest of a long, 
long life in a mermaid’s legged form with no one the wiser. The breasts 
might be annoying, but she could always have them reduced. What it comes 
down to is that I'll have to cope with an intense sex drive, high metabolism, 
and I might need surgery; in exchange, my lifespan increases something 
like fivefold and ...I get to stay with Alyssa. 

Alyssa broke into Taryn’s ruminations, “I should probably mention 
something else. I ...owe Michelle. Not only did she save my life, but she 
did it at high cost to herself. Michelle's mother is a queen of a mermaid 
colony. Michelle can trace her line back several thousand years, all 
mermaids. As far as she knows, she could be a direct descendant of the 
First Mermaid. Her mother is proud of this; it was only because of the 
obvious benefits that she gave Michelle leave to go to the surface world 
and learn medicine. However, Michelle’s mother said that if Michelle ever 
brought a human into their society, she would disown Michelle. Michelle 
gave up her home for me. I don’t think it tore her to do it ...her mother’s 
colony is a dull, conservative place and Michelle’s an intelligent mermaid 
who’s committed to forging a new path for all mermaids. However, I don’t 
think it was easy for her, either, so I owe her that gratitude. Whatever you 
decide, I wanted you to know my position on that. I’m sorry I couldn’t 
bring myself to tell it to you sooner. 

Taryn brushed hair out of her eyes. “It’s all right; I understand. I think 
I've made my decision. Make me a mermaid.” 

“You’re certain? There’s no going back.” 

“Look ...the big cost for you was giving up your masculinity. Aside 
from that, would you have hesitated?” Alyssa shook her head. “I’m more 
than willing to live with the annoyances if it means I can stay with you, 
Hugo-Alyssa.” Taryn turned and kissed Alyssa on the cheek and slipped 
out of Alyssa’s grasp. 

Alyssa reclined, allowing Taryn to crawl down to where Alyssa’s slit 
was. It took Taryn a few false tries to separate Alyssa’s scales in the right 
place, revealing the pink flower engorged with blood. Alyssa’s clitoris stood 
out almost two inches and her inner labia glistened with her arousal. 

“Don’t worry about doing it ‘right.’ I’m sensitive down there, almost 
any touch will feel good.” 

The champagne and the strangeness made Taryn dizzy, but she fought 
through it. She took her right index finger and slid it across Alyssa’s inner 
labia, causing the mermaid to shiver. Taryn soon discovered that Alyssa 
would writhe and moan at any touch to her genitals. With growing 
confidence, Taryn began to finger Alyssa to climax. At last, Taryn bowed 
to Alyssa’s pussy and took Alyssa’s clitoris into her mouth. 

Alyssa cried out and spasmed, shooting sweet sticky juice all over 
Taryn’s face. Taryn licked at it, discovering her lover’s delightful taste. 
After recovering her poise, Alyssa sat up, kissed Taryn, coated her fingers 
with her cum, and slid them into Taryn’s anus, pussy, and nose, in sequence. 
At last, she dribbled some into Taryn’s eyes and kissed Taryn again. Alyssa 
said, “Coating your mucous membranes will speed the transformation.” 
Taryn nodded. 




















Alyssa pushed Taryn down. Taryn, confused, asked, “Is there something 
else?” 

“There’s another way to speed it up, too, and I promise you'll enjoy it.” 

Alyssa ducked her head between Taryn’s legs and Taryn discovered 
that Alyssa possessed all of Hugo’s knowledge about how to tongue her 
there. Taryn’s feet tingled and her groin burned as Alyssa licked her to 
ecstasy. Even after she climaxed, though, Alyssa didn’t stop: she let Taryn 
plateau for a while, then slowly brought her to another orgasm. Taryn lost 
track of everything but the wonderful feeling between her legs. Her only 
thoughts were how wonderful it was to have her lover granting her such 
pleasure. 

Alyssa stopped at last, leaving Taryn passed out on the blanket. Alyssa 
held her while she recovered. Taryn felt feverish; twitching in Alyssa’s 
arms, she realized that her legs weren’t moving like they should. She looked 
down and saw a flap of skin connecting her legs all the way down to her 
shins. She realized that her genitals had vanished beneath skin: that had 
been what forced Alyssa to stop. Taryn thrilled with fear and excitement as 
she realized the change was starting. 

When her legs finished joining, the pain began. Alyssa had warned her, 
but Taryn wasn’t prepared for its intensity or suddenness. She wept as the 
agony danced on her nerves in rhythm with the changes ripping through 
her muscles and bones. Alyssa whispered soothing words to her and held 
her uncomplaining as she dug her nails into Alyssa’s soft skin. 

The sharp spikes of pain passed, and new aches took their place along 
with a peculiar twisting sensation. Taryn writhed as her organs and muscles 
rebuilt themselves. Looking down, she saw gills growing between her ribs 
and fins fanning out from her tail. Alyssa rubbed the skin on her tail, and 
Taryn saw it crumble away, revealing a slick layer of green and silver 
scales. The colors were beautiful; she exerted her new muscles and watched 
her tail curl, shivering a bit as she absorbed the idea that it was hers. 

Taryn stared into Alyssa’s indigo eyes. “It’s real, isn’t it?” 

aes.” 

Taryn ran a hand through her hair and discovered that it had grown. 
Like Alyssa’s, it was streaked with color, silver and green matching the 
colors of her scales. Just then, her breasts distracted her with a tightness 
and warmth, the feeling not unpleasant but not pleasant either. Taryn clapped 
her hands to them, almost as if to hold them back. She could feel them 
growing under her hands, the skin stretching and the heat permeating them. 
Soon, her hands failed to contain them and they overflowed. She laid back 
down and arched her back: stretching her pectorals eased the ache. 

Taryn’s breasts stopped at about Michelle’s size. She ran a finger over 
one and trembled. Geez, my nipples are so sensitive. Their fullness was 
awkward and they were also heavy; her previous B cups hadn’t prepared 
her for having much larger breasts. Looking over her body again, Taryn 
realized again how erotic the transformation was. Her full breasts, smooth 


hairless skin, bare ass, and pretty coloration seemed designed to attract 
every male eye in sight range. Those stories about sea sirens weren t lying. 

Alyssa said, “Oh, Taryn ...you’re so beautiful.” Alyssa kissed Taryn, 
their breasts pressing together, a sensation Taryn found surprisingly nice. 
Alyssa pulled back and Taryn sighed with regret. “First things first, Taryn. 
You need to eat. The transformation takes a lot of energy.” 

Alyssa brought her the rest of the food and Taryn discovered that she 
was ravenous. She ate sandwiches as fast as Alyssa could make them, 
sucking down raw fish and cheese without a care for upset stomach or the 
possibility of illness. Judging from the way the food filled out her sleek 
body rather than accumulating in her stomach, the transformation had 
enhanced her digestion. At last, she’d devoured all of the food Alyssa had 
bought. She gave Alyssa a guilty look. 

“T feel like a pig.” 

“Nonsense. No more watching your weight, remember? We can’t have 
you wasting away because you refuse to eat enough to keep up with your 
new metabolism.” 

"You're right, but it feels weird.” Taryn glanced at Alyssa’s chest and 
put her hands to her own. “I see that my boyfriend is still bigger than I 
am.” 

“Girlfriend, please,” Alyssa said. She wrapped her tail around Taryn’s. 
Taryn squirmed, savoring the closeness; a flexible tail had all sorts of 
interesting erotic possibilities, she realized. Alyssa kissed her and continued, 
“Do you want to learn how to swim?” 

“Please.” 

They both humped into the water, laughing at the ridiculousness of it. 
Once they were deep enough so they could float upright, Alyssa stopped. 
“Learning to breathe water is going to be difficult. There’s also an element 
of physical adaptation: our lungs are covered with a layer of mucus that 
hinders oxygen absorption from water. You have to dissolve that to breathe 
underwater. You also have to relearn how to breathe. To breathe with your 
gills, you take water in through your mouth and expel it through your gill 
slits. Oh, and one more thing: your body has some stupid human reflexes 
left, so you'll choke when you try to get water into your lungs. Keep trying 
and you’ll be able to work past it.” 

Taryn lost track of the number of times she had to try to breathe water 
before she succeeded, but Alyssa was at her side the entire time, encouraging 
and comforting her. At last, she filled her lungs with water and pushed it 
out her gills, another strange feeling to go with all the others, and smiled at 
Alyssa. Taryn was giddy with the change, the realization that she and Alyssa 
could spend all night under the sea, if they chose too. 

While less traumatic than learning to breathe water, swimming was in 
some ways as difficult: the muscles in her tail had little in common with 
those in her legs and there were some other tricks she had to learn, like 
buoyancy through her swim bladder. With a sense of humor and Alyssa 
instructing her, though, as tricky as it was, Taryn enjoyed it. 











She soon discovered that her transformation had done something else 
to her, as she started to feel unusually horny. The sensuousness of her new 
body wasn’t helping: the water seemed to caress her breasts, her new 
flexibility delighted her, and her enhanced senses intensified every aspect 
of her conscious experience. She battled a growing desire to reach down 
and explore her reformed genitals. 

At last, after several hours of swimming, Alyssa came to her and placed 
a hand on her breast. “It’s all right,” Alyssa said, the words warbling due 
to the differences between sound in air and water. “It’s a natural effect of 
the change and of being a mermaid. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.” 

Taryn took Alyssa’s advice, grasped Alyssa’s face between her palms, 
and kissed her. Taryn put her tongue and all of her concentration into it, 
losing herself in the few square inches of skin that composed their mouths. 
It was wonderful and arousing: Taryn felt her loins warming against the 
seawater's cold. They touched lips for longer than any pair of humans had 
breath, but at last had to pull back. 

“Wow.” Taryn tingled with desire, as ready as she'd ever been to have 
sex. In this moment, she didn’t even care that her love had become female. 
She closed her eyes, not that it mattered in the ocean's night, and said, 
“Alyssa, touch me.” 

Alyssa said, “Let me show you something Michelle taught me.” Taryn 
felt water move, and then hands on her buttocks and a tongue separating 
her lower folds. At the same time, she felt Alyssa’s tail brush her face. 
Figuring it out, Taryn gripped Alyssa’s buttocks and applied her tongue to 
Alyssa’s sweet pussy. 

Taryn and Hugo had tried sex underwater once as humans and found it 
unsatisfactory: water dissolved their natural lubrication and they kept having 
to break to breathe. Sex in the water as a mermaid had none of these 
disadvantages: scaled flaps protected their sensitive genitals from the 
seawater, their lubrication didn’t wash away, and they didn’t need to surface 
for air. As Taryn enjoyed the fulfillment of this fantasy, she giggled when 
she thought about the resemblance between 69, the symbol for Pisces, and 
their current situation. She noted it to mention to Alyssa later, and then her 
body’s urgency consumed her attention. 

Alyssa came first, but Taryn followed soon after, heat pulsing through 
her body and muscles spasming while her mouth was still full of Alyssa’s 
sweetness. Taryn flipped herself and kissed Alyssa again, twining her tail 
around Alyssa’s. When they broke off, Alyssa cradled Taryn’s head in the 
crook of her neck and ran fingers through Taryn’s floating hair. “You like 
it, don’t you?” 

Taryn said, “Being a mermaid? It’s ...different. But that’s not why I’m 
happy ...I1’m happy because I’m with you. I love you.” She pushed forward 
in the water and flung her hands around Alyssa’s neck, hugging her tight 
and crying into the water. “Damn it, Hugo, this is too much for me to take. 
You died, came back to life as a mermaid, and now I’m a mermaid too 








...why did this have to happen to us?” Taryn started crying and Alyssa said 
nothing, but kept up a gentle contact. 

When Taryn finished, her eyes and nose already clear from the salt 
water, Alyssa said, “I’m thankful to be alive and with you. Isn’t that 
enough?” 

Taryn sighed. “Yes. It should be.” She snuggled into Alyssa’s warmth. 

Taryn woke to the sound of wind and surf, the sun warming her bare 
skin and scales, and grit covering her side. She yawned, sat up, brushed 
some of the sand off her skin, and started untangling her new longer hair. 
As she did so, she remembered collapsing in the water last night, falling 
asleep in Alyssa’s arms, exhausted from grief, unexpected joy mixed with 
confusion, sex, and transformation. Alyssa must have carried her up to this 
beach. 

Alyssa, Taryn realized, was sleeping adjacent, one arm on her stomach 
and one sprawled across the sand. She looked peaceful and beautiful in the 
morning sun. Taryn was surprised to feel a stirring of feeling for Alyssa. 
While she could tell when another woman was attractive, she’d never looked 
at a woman and swooned like she did with some men. Alyssa, however, 
provoked that exact reaction as Taryn eyed the smooth lines of her hips 
and tail, her shimmery streaked hair, her pretty skin, and those two abundant 
swells on her chest. Taryn blushed when she realized she was staring, but 
she couldn’t tear herself away: she rejoiced at her rediscovery of passion 
for her lover. 

Voices broke Taryn’s inspection of Alyssa and growing non-Platonic 
train of thought. She looked up the beach the other direction and saw two 
children, a girl who looked to be about ten and a boy of five or six, walking 
toward them. They were carrying plastic pails and shovels and darting 
around like children do. The girl spotted a seashell and went to pick it up, 
while the boy looked up and saw them. His eyes grew huge, he froze for a 
moment, and then pointed and shouted, “Emily! Mermaids!” 

“Tommy! Mommy told you not to lie. You know Daddy said mermaids 
aren’t real! Stop trying to trick me into looking.” 

“Pm not trying to trick you! They're really real mermaids. I promise 
promise promise!” 

Mary looked and widened her eyes too. Both children charged Taryn 
and Alyssa, kicking up sand with their bare feet. When they stopped 
breathless next to the mermaids, the girl said between gasps, “Are you 
. real?” 

Possessed by a spirit of mischief, Taryn stretched and curled her tail 
forward until it arched over her head, her body making a circle on the 
ground. The children goggled at her. She said, “Yes, I’m real.” 

Emily asked, “Can I ...touch you?” 

“Sure.” Emily and Tommy ran their hands over her scales, chattering to 
each other in excitement. 


Emily looked up from Taryn’s tail. “Mommy said it’s dirty for women 
to have their boobs hanging out. Why don’t you wear any clothes? In the 
movies mermaids always have shells over their boobs.” 

“Tt’s not dirty for mermaids, and shells are really uncomfortable.” 

Emily considered that for a moment and said, “I wanna be a mermaid 
when I grow up.” 

“Me too!” Tommy said. 

Emily retorted, *You're a boy, you can’t become a mermaid. Only girls 
can be mermaids.” 

Taryn said, “Both boys and girls can become mermaids.” 

“Really?” Tommy said. 

“Tf you want to.” Taryn, still in a strange mood, continued, “P I tell you 
what ...come back to Pyburn’s Point ten years from now.” 

“Where’s that?” Emily said. 

“Tt’s not far from here. You can find a map in the library. Remember, 
ten years. Now, we have to go.” Taryn looked at Alyssa, who’d woken and 
watched the exchange with humor; Alyssa nodded. 

Ignoring Emily’s and Toomy’s protests, the mermaids humped back 
into the water and from beneath surface briefly watched the two children 
chattering at each other. Tommy seemed to want to go into the water, but 
his sister had better sense and pulled him back. Soon, they got bored and 
left down the beach. 

“Tt wasn’t nice to fool with those kids like that,” Alyssa said. 

“Who was fooling them? I intend to be on Pyburn’s Point in ten years. 
If they remember and still want to be mermaids ...” 

“Taryn, sometimes I can’t believe you ...” 

“So sue me, I’m incurable romantic.” 

“Yeah, that could have been straight out of those fairy tales you like to 
read.” 

Taryn ignored her and said, “So, um ...you do remember how to get 
back to the car?” 

Alyssa hesitated. “Well, I think so ...it was awfully dark, though, and 
Michelle’s always said I’m hopeless at underwater navigation ...” 

Taryn rapped her on the arm. “Stop teasing!” 

Alyssa smiled and started swimming. “Why so eager to get back on 
land?” 

“Well, there's a lot of stuff to do. This is going to be really complicated, 
you know? We have to somehow reintegrate you into society, some way to 
explain why you’re around and I’m so close to you, some way to explain 
these,” Taryn motioned to her breasts, “not to mention my hair color and 
... this is going to be a mess.” 

Alyssa said, “Michelle will be able to help my identification and records. 
Mermaids have been switching back and forth between ocean and land for 
centuries or millennia. Some of them, when humans started numbering 
and counting everyone, spent a lot of time learning where all the cracks in 








the system are. There’s an unofficial organization dedicated to helping 
mermaids who decide to spend time on the surface. Lately, they’ ve also 
been helping human men who get turned into mermaids.” 

“Well, that’s something. What about the house, though? Where are you 
going to stay?” 

“Tell them I’m your long-lost sister or something.” 

“T think that might cause problems later when we decide to reveal that 
we’re dating.” 

“Dating? Then you don’t mind ...” 

“My transformation ...worked, I guess you could say. I love you every 
bit as much as I did before.” Taryn paused, then continued, “You’re going 
to have to find a job.” 

Alyssa stopped swimming and turned to put a finger to Taryn’s mouth. 
“Shush. One step at a time. First, I teach you how to grow legs. Then, we 
deal with our housemates. Then, we can start worrying about everything 
else. I'm sure it will work out.” 

Taryn was surprised when Alyssa removed the finger and replaced it 
with lips, but the kiss felt appropriate. 


The End 


